Not Going 


By Paula Puddephatt 


Copyright © Paula Puddephatt 2023 


| remember, with painful clarity, "the boys" turning from, comparatively 
sweet, kids, into fifteen-year-old thugs. | was seventeen then, and still 
living at home. And my brothers, identical twins Luke and Damon, would 
physically assault me on a daily basis. 

Our mother, Sue, would laugh. Cackle, actually - like a storybook witch. 
"| told you one day they'd be bigger than you, and hit you back harder," 
she'd delight in telling me - a reference to the fact that, as a little kid 
myself, | had hit the babies a couple of times. Under her own, often 
inadequate, supervision. And, after all, she had been the adult. 

At eighteen, I'd got out. Gone to live in a dive of a bedsit with my then- 
boyfriend, Farooq. He was twenty-seven, and into "open relationships", 
and treated me appallingly, but at least he didn't assault me. At least, not 
on a daily basis. He did hit me a couple of times, after too much to drink, 
but it was still better than living at home. 

| hadn't seen much of my family, over the years. Until, out of the blue, it 
had arrived in the post. An invitation to the twins' thirtieth. My own thirtieth, 
naturally, had been and gone. Our mother had shoved a card in the post, 
which had arrived three days late. Nothing from the boys. 

| had never contemplated this before - not giving in. Not showing up, at 
a family event, at which my presence was expected. 

"I'm not going," | said, out loud. 

"Not going where?" My flatmate, Teresa, looked baffled. 

"Ignore me," | told her. "Just talking to myself." 

"First sign of madness, Kelly." 

| grinned. "| wouldn't worry, mate. We went beyond ‘first signs' a long 
time ago." 


| wasn't going to my brothers’ thirtieth. Not attending. My mother had 
instructed me to jump, and | wasn't politely enquiring as to how high. 
Hooray for me. This was serious progress. 
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